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Small Acts of Repair 



by Lin Hixson 




Lipstick smears the upholstery. 

Hair plugs the drain. 

Tiles break under the bathroom rug. 

Water leaks through the wall. 

Dust falls down on the blackened church. 

Tar hangs on the rain. 

Mud soils the tools of the executioner. 

Grease blinds the shaking dog. 
Chocolate spots the sky. 

With a few essential tools, you can make any minor repair. 




They re-school you, and 
Once more we become they. 
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Missing Scenes or Filling 
the Space Inbetween 

Some Thoughts on Film Collaborations with Goat Island 
by Lucy Baldwyn 




Waiting for the World 
to Come Around: 



Performance is 
:-e 3"icj 3: or 
of time through 
space. 

The arts render 
and Space. 



Space calls for action, and before 
action, the imagination is at work. 
It mows and ploughs. 




We should imitate the abandonment to 
time of inert things. 




When is a thing repaired 
no longer broken? 

What can't a body do? And then what 

will it do instead? 

How many versions 

of slowness can there be? 

Can you mend a human being? 7 

How long does it take to hurt? 

Where is pain? 

Can missing structure a performance? 
When does a response end? 
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Our Silences Are 
Too Different 





Eight Memos on the 
Creation Process of Goat 
Island's When will the 
September roses bloom? Last 
night was only a comedy 
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Pretender 



Void 



emcon-v an museum. wann bluhen. wann 

MwnttanaMiittheenviy wann bluhen ... a sie, die September- 



Void Study 

The inside of the building is dominated 
by a continuous series of voids created 
between the solid interlocking volumes 
of the galleries and the Urban Carpet 
Wall. The void, lit from a skylight 
above, allows indirect lighting into the 
galleries, while visually connecting the 
galleries of each level. The shifting 
positioning of the step-ramps allows 
the visitor to capture unexpected views 
of art, while horizontally changing the 



When do they flower, when 
yes they, the Septembers 

Roses, when when 




l-We- 

We would like to apologize - We we 
we've lost - 




We would like to apologize. We're 
missing the beginning. 



Translating 
the Poetics 
of Paul Celan to 
Performance 




For this moment, this death-in-life 
when our breath is taken away, yet 
turns and returns, Celan coins the 
word Atemwende. Crucial word which 
appears here for the first time, before 
he makes it the title of one of his 
books. Language is breathing for 
Celan, is life, is 'direction and destiny'; 
and the poem, that which takes our 
breath away, yet gives it back and 
allows it to live. Just as, on a smaller 
scale, the constant Atemwende we 
know, the constant alternation of inhal- 
ing and exhaling, allows us to practice 
the encounter with both air and its 
absence, the condition of our life and 
the 'other' which will eventually end it. 





wann bluhen, wann 

wann bluhen ... ja sie, die September- 

rosen? 




Celan's prose writings make a slim 
volume. For Celan, whose poems 




To love truth means to endure the void 
and, as a result, to accept death. Truth 
is on the side of death. 



Alphabet 



Spiral 



And this is precisely because of the 
violent arbitrariness between the 
image and its meaning, which reveal: 
the unbridgeable distance between tl 
two orders, similar, Benjamin sug- 
gests, to the example of alphabetic 
writing, the first brutal imposition of 
meaning on a letter that does 
to accept it. 





"No matter how much the composer p«'= 

attempts to redefine time, music con- ™* e 

tains a simple basic truth - it either con- 'i-Z 
tinues or stops. My piece Pulse 
Shadows exploits this notion by having 

two interleaved independent strands of =; 

own ensemble, sharing various ele- 

domain. The music expresses itself as 

a series of movements, each made ^™ 

from a single element, asking the 

question: which the shadow, which the First ni 9 Mt: A/B1/B2/C 

image - Second night: A/B2/B1/C 




Consider a response you have con- 
structed as a melody and re-work it 

Part 1: A melody attempted 
Part 2: A melody achieved 
Part 3: A melody destroyed 




Wind 





One day I went to the car for some 
make-up, grabbed the metal door han- 
dle and left the flesh of my palm of my 
hand on the handle. Cold I can't stand. 
Heat (shakes head). No. The Wind was 
definitely my most uncomfortable 
experience in pictures. 

Leige, I've killed Wirt Roddy. 



There's nothin out there - nothin but 



finished we all thought 

Thalberg, but the exhibitors said no to 
the unhappy ending. Where the 

the desert to die. 
One unhappy ending could ruin your 
career and I'd already had seven. So 
we were forced to tack on a happy 
ending. Which we all thought was 
morally unjust. But even with the 
unhappy ending the film seems to 
have stood the test of time. But judge 
for yourself. The Wind. Thank you. 

Well that's the end of our show. Thank 
you for coming and staying with us 
tonight. When we finished it, we all 
thought we had a good show. But the 
exhibitors said no to the unhappy end- 
ing. Where the man talks about the 
prison. One unhappy ending can ruin 
your career, they said, and we've 
already had seven. So they asked us to 



Dog 



tack on a happy ending. Which at first 
we thought was morally unjust. 
But now, things being what they are, 
we have agreed to attempt a happy 
ending that will withstand the test of 
time. Judge for yourself. 
However, it's not finished, that other 
ending, the happy one. We are still 
working on it. As soon as the happy 
ending is ready, we will let you know. 
Check our website. The exit is to your 
right. Drive safely. Thank you again - 





He, on the contrary, in whom the T is 
quite dead is in no way embarrassed 
by the love which is shown him. He 
takes what comes just as dogs and 
cats receive food, warmth and caress- 
es, and, like them, he is eager to 
obtain as much as possible. 



and the animal passes first of all within 
man, then it is the very question of 
man - and of "humanism" - that must 



be posed in a new way. In our culture, 
man has always been thought of as 
the articulation and conjunction of a 
body and a soul, of a living thing and a 
logos, of a natural (or animal) element 
and a supernatural or social or divine 
element. We must learn instead to 
think of man as what results from the 
incongruity of these two elements, 
and investigate not the metaphysical 
mystery of conjunction, but rather the 
practical and political mystery of sepa- 

place - and, at the same time, the 

caesurae? It is more urgent to work on 
these divisions, to ask in what way - 
within man - has man been separated 
from non-man, and the animal from 
the human, than it is to take positions 
on the great issues, on so-called 
human rights and values. And perhaps 
even the most luminous sphere of our 
relations with the divine depends, in 
some way, on the darker one which 
separates us from the animal. 





mow tMgcM.no of ti» dbM off for the dog -esooncmg to our talk, 

the photos you sent me and the hunt- 
Father, rend this body and soul away ing dog texts from karen. 
from me, for your use, and let nothing 



vibrations - shaking lf,k ? 
leading with nose - smelling 
staring at a spot -empty space- as if 
something were there 
holding/grabbing presence (showing 
off) 

performing without control, without 
any order 

suddenly stopping in (it's) track - fro? 
(by a smell) 

tense and ready - frozen to attf 
becomes a statue - a dog of stone 
suddenly plunging, diving 
looking up at owner/partner 
systematically quartering the ground 
(back and forth) 

jump - play (like toby in lin's lartigue 
photos) 

standing and barking 
'losing feet' to guard along ground 
resting-holding down floor 



all in contrast to thinking standing 
- perhaps leaning man like in lartigue 
photo 

wildness of animal versus sophisticat 
ed human movement 




hopes these notes can help. 

best, 

lito 



Clock 




Escape 




Dear Steve, 

I took the day today, a cold Saturday in 
February, to write out my thoughts in 
response to your question about how 
ecology relates to our work. I have 
other thoughts on economy, and on 
what has changed since we started, 
but this answer turned out so long, I 
thought I had better send it first. I 
would like to read it through one more 
time, but have decided to send it as is 
for the sake of dialogue. You asked the 
question in November, and I thought 
about it through December and 
January, and maybe that is long 
enough for now. It has been good to 
get back to some writing, since our 
intensive rehearsal period has ended. 
My answer is in two parts - ecology 
and compactness. 

Thanks as always, 
Matthew 



Thoughts on Ecology 
and Compactness 

February 7, 2004 




For any non-compact space X the 
(Alexandroff) one-point compactifica- 
tion is obtained by adding an extra 
point x (often called a point at infinity) 
and defining the open sets of the new 
space to be the open sets of X togeth- 
er with the sets of the form G union of 
{«>}, where G is an open subset of X 
and X/G is compact. 



All right now everybody. 
QUIET, and listen to me. 



There is a hole in the performance. 
We, the performers, must escape 



through this hole within the next 90 

seconds. 

This is not a drill. 

Fetch the hole and fetch the escape 

equipment. 

Hurry - 75 seconds. 

Show them the hole. 

Good. 

Get as close as possible to the hole. 
Cover your eyes. 

escape together through the hole. 
Failure to do so could result in irrepara- 
ble damage. 

Don't ask me to explain - the math is 
Help! P 

Let me be more specific: It is not we 
who escape from our bodies, it is the 
body that attempts to escape from 
itself. 

It will be dark. 

Don't be afraid. 

Wait - I'm coming with you. 

45 seconds. 



Ladies and gentlemen of the audience: 

while we are away, our heads alone 

will float above in the starry night sky. 

Our heads will have a party! 

If all goes well, our bodies will return in 

time to finish the show. 

Nolite conformari huic a seculo 

Be not conformed to the limits of this 

Latin. 

25 seconds. 

Thank you, and goodbye. 



Pretender 





Void 
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Goat Island: school, 
church, gym 

Text and layout by Judd Morrissey 
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Frakcija / Goat Island 
Part One: 

REFLECTIONS on the Process 
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reader's notes 



Zagreb - Cultural Kapital of Ei 
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2. REFLECTIONS 
on the Performance: 

When will the September 
roses bloom? Last night 
wa 



What Does Performance Fix? 



by Heike Roms 




essentia! incompleteness of the work (despite 
the publicity's assurance that it is a 'complete' 
experience). This performance that is in fact 
two. A double performance, not one of two 
parts but two versions that present the same 
material, yet in two different arrangements 
over two consecutive nights. Both begin and 
end the same, yet their middle sections are 
turned around and offered in reverse order. 
I saw the two performances on two nights 
with six months in between. I remember the 
first night of When will the September roses 
bloom? as a fragmentary, stuttering piece. 
This performance that can never be one, 
interrupted by holes, silences and absences. 
On the second night, however, the experience 
of it seemed profoundly different. The piece 
appeared more fluid, more complete. Like 
the optical illusions that Bryan introduced us 
to, this change seemed less the result of 
switching the order and more in fact the 

viewing I was searching for variations in the 
repetition. I desired its difference. The voids 
were now being filled with all I had read and 
mougnt about this piece in the intervening 
months. The performance attempted to repair 
through the audience's attentiveness. 
Doubleness (not duplicity) is perhaps the 
fundamental experience of the theatre. To 
do again gestures that have been done before, 
to say again words that have been said before, 
and in so doing to explore how they might 
be done differently or might be undone. Goat 
Island duplicates this further. This 
performance that is like the double of the 
double, repetition of a repetition. Karen is 
introduced as 'Simone Weil as Lilian Gish in 
The Wind. Matthew stands in for W.G. 



Sebald standing in for Jean Amery, speaking 
the words of the German author as he recalls 
the tortures experienced and recounted by 
the Jewish philosopher. Goat Island's 
performers become thus the latest in a series 
of substitutions. Experience and the memory 
of it is not represented, but recalled repeatedly 
like a series of echoes through time. 

610 Repair 

In an evocative passage that I cannot 
claim to fully understand, Agamben 
defines the Irreparable: 'Irreparable 
means that these things are 
consigned without remedy to their 
being-thus, that they are precisely 
and only their thus [...]; but irreparable 
also means that for them there is 
literally no shelter possible, that in 
their being-thus they are absolutely 
exposed, absolutely abandoned.' 
Does theatre's ability to repair thus 
lie in its capacity to rescue things 
from their consignment to their being- 
thus, and offer a shelter against 
abandonment? Goat Island's pieces 
always explore the possibility and 
impossibility of theatre. But never 
before has this exploration seemed 
to me so profoundly engaged with 
the nature of theatre's working. Its 
mechanics of pretence, repetition 
and substitution are laid bare and 
questioned for their claim to 
reparation. 



To repair a community means to have 
to find a way of sharing the memory 
of trauma, and for this substitution is 
essential. This necessity has been 
discussed extensively with regard to 
the Holocaust. With the gradual 
disappearance of the eye-witness 
generation, the responsibility for 
remembering the trauma of the 
Shoah is transferring to secondary 
witnesses. Yet, such substitution also 
raises the ethical question of the 
limits of identifying with the traumatic 
experiences of another. Substitution 
always risks a form of mimetic 
fantasy assimilation. But, as historian 
LaCapra reminds us, the event of 
trauma itself is never purely a primary 
event, but always already secondary 
'since what occurs is not integrated 
into experience, or directly 
remembered, and the event must be 
reconstructed from its effects and 
traces.' I recognize this quest for a 
form of reconstruction, or better 
perhaps a form of retaking of the 
many traces and echoes of traumatic 
experience that are woven into the 
structure of When will the September 
roses bloom? 

To repair oneself, we learned from 
Freud, involves either enjoying the 
melancholic repetition of the loss or 



working through it in mourning. 
LaCapra emphasises the theatrical 
nature of these processes of 'acting- 
out' and 'working-through': 'In acting- 
out one has a mimetic relation to the 
past which is regenerated or relived 
as if it were fully present rather than 
represented in memory and 
inscription. [...] Mourning involves 
introjection through a relation to the 
past that recognizes its difference 
from the present and enacts a specific 
performative relation to it that 
simultaneously remembers and takes 
at least partial leave of it [...].' Only in 
their mutual engagement can trauma 
for LaCapra be repaired. I recognize 
this quest for a form of engagement 
of the movements of repeating, 
recollecting and partial retaking in the 
back and forth motion of When will 
the September roses bloom? 
Tragedy, explains LaCapra, attempts 
to 'provoke repetition of trauma in 
the other and in its desire to relive 
that suffering in the shattered self. 
When will the September roses 
bloom?, however, was only a 
comedy. 'Oh yes, I'm the great 
pretender'. During the announced 
'happy ending' that is also the missing 
beginning of the piece, Lito, now 
alone on stage, one foot in a high- 



showdance to a distorted version of 
The Great Pretender. This image, 
despite its awkwardness, is indeed 
a happy one. Here form becomes 
figure and an image comes into being, 

of performance asserts itself. For an 
instance it makes us forget the many 
absences that make this presence 
possible. For a moment, we feel no 
loss, only the happiness of recovery. 
It is its movement that for me 
produces this happiness. It replaces 
the opening image of Karen as 
Simone Weil, patiently constructed 
by Lit6 as a statue of memory. A 
monument replaced by movement. 
This is where theatre's work begins. 

377 Performance and its double 

These performances that are not two seem 
like the double shadow of a performance 
which we never get to see. As Matthew 
proposes: 'Each announcement of a missing 
part suggests that the performance was once 
complete, and we are now performing a 
damaged version. Somewhere, in the 
memory or imagination, an ideal performance 
exists The actual performance, the one we 
perform, only points to that ideal one, which 
remains forever unperformed.' Version One 
and Version Two are thus remnants of the 
same imaginary piece, constructed by two 
different attempts to repair it, which chose 
to piece together the remaining fragments 



in a different order And there are other 

performances have always drawn on a wide 
range of source materials, textual, visual and 
musical. But more than before do these 
sources feel like spectral appearances that 
visit the work but live their true life elsewhere. 
I spent a pleasurable afternoon tracing these 
spectres, piecing together my own version 
of the performance that was once complete: 
apart from Simone Weil, Lilian Gish and Paul 
Celan. there is Tommy Cooper, that comedian 
of failure who died live on television whilst 
performing one of his botched magic tricks; 
there is Thomas Bernhard, the Austrian 
playwright, whose characters repeat over 
and over their verbose tirades in an attempt 
to avoid the inevitable terror and death: there 
is the philosopher of love's labours lost, 
Helene Cixous, and the visionary of a theatre 
of 'linguistic carnage', Valere Novanna; there's 
Bernhard's absurdist 'cripple asylum' and 
Walser's sadistic institute for servants; there's 
The Wind with its story of the past re- 
emergmg, and Palm Beach Story and its 
frantic game with twins and doubles... They 
and many others form a dense web of themes 
and motives Some of them have left only 
the smallest of traces: 'That day - the last', 
whispers Karen, words taken from Edmond 
Jabes's account of his last meeting with 
Celan: 'That day. The last. Paul Celan at my 
house.' This is a performance that longs to 
move outside of itself, to disappear through 
its many holes. The 'impossible' task it has 
set itself is to create a performative presence 
from all the citations, doubles, shadows and 
voids that so strongly resist the pull of the 
here and novv"' 



Nothing Is Lost 

by Irmela Kastner 




Last Night, Tonight 

by Joe Kelleher 




A Song for Europe 

by Nicholas Ridout 




Tempting Failure: 
some repeating notes 
& 27 references 



Goat Island began creating their eighth 
performance work with the question: 
how do you repair? Drawing on diverse 
sources for dance/movement 
sequences, theatrical scenes, and 
spoken texts, the company begun 
mining The Wind (a silent film from 
1 928), the history of the teaching of the 
alphabet in America, the time/space 
patterns of the fibonacci sequence 
spiral, the poetry of Paul Celan, the 
philosophy of Simone Weil, and 
household repair manuals and diagrams. 
The piece questions our place in a 
damaged world and our aptitude at 
repairing it. 



The performance is designed to take 
place over two nights, with the 
knowledge that an audience member 
might only see one performance so 
each night offers a complete experience 
in itself; approximately 15% of each 
night's performance will constitute 
material unique to that night, and while 
the other performance material will be 
repeated, much of that will be in a 
different sequence each night. This 
dynamic structure reflects the 
performance's themes of 
repair/reversibility, and intentionally 
produces shifts in audience perception 
and interpretation. 



'L'ombre de ton chien 1 : 
on dogs and goats 
and meanwhile 

by David Williams 



They say, if you dream an animal, it means 
'the self - that mess of memory and fear that 
wants, remembers, understands, denies, and 
even now we sometimes wake from dreams 
of moving from room to room, with its scent 
on our hands and a slickness of musk and fur 
on our sleep-washed skins, though what I 
sense in this, and cannot tell is not the 
continuity we understand as self, but life, 
beyond the life we live on purpose: one broad 
presence that proceeds by craft and 
guesswork, shadowing our love' (John 
Burnside).' 



28 April 2005, Devon 



Signifiers Lost 
and Found 

by Carol Becker 



Inspired by Matthew Goulish's "Eight 
Memos on the Creation Process of Goat 
Island's When will the September roses 
bloom? Last night was only a comedy",'' 
that presents a fragment of recovered 
thought, an insight he lotted down years 
before, intending to explore further, but 
never did, and in a kindred spirit of retrieval, 
I also offer a remnant recorded in my 
journal some years ago after seeing It's 
an Earthquake in My Heart for the first 
time. These lines now seem prescient of 
and relevant to this new work as well. 




I Remember When Will 

the September Roses Bloom 

As A Prison Narrative 



by Daniel Borzutzky, Prisoner # 52.25 



pre-writing-(about process/ 
performance)-in-progress 




3. REFLECTIONS 
on the Performance: 

When will the September 
roses bloom? Last night 
was only a comedy 

by Lin Hixson, Bryan Saner, 
Lito Walkey, Matthew Goulish 
and Karen Christopher 
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Waiting, Wondering, 

Wavering & Wanting: 

The Performance of Silence 



When will the September roses 
bloom? Last night was only a 
comedy, is absence or void in the 



nlence, and dislocation. 
5ncing an acute sense 
s empty space is 
earest way for us to 
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